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SUPERSTITION  IS  i&NORANCE.ITS  A  PART 
OF  WE  DARK  ACES  FROM  WH/CH  MAN 
£MR6EDC£NWffiSAG0&UTGREATCLA$S- 
tmt  AUWRSSUCHAS  EDGAR  ALLAN POE,HOWe\ 
WALPOLEANDmNY OTHERS HAVt 'WW MUCH 'TO  ] 
KEEP  ALIVE  THE  TRADITION  OF  Tm"&tOST"STORV 
■AW  TO  THIS  W  TALES  OF  WE  MYSTERIOUS- 
UNKNOWN  STILL  CRIP  OUR  IMAGINATIONS! 
THISPESPITE  THE  TACT  THAT  THERE  ARE 
NaSOCH  THINGS AS GHOSTSfTHERt NEVER 
WERE-THERE NEVER  WILL  BEl Y£T,SINCE 
STORfES  OF  THE  SUPERNATURAL  WILL  LIVE 
WREVERM  UNITE  YOU  TO ENJOYTHB  FOLLOWING 


<33&33Zft& 


...  THE    LIVING 
AN  A6E-0LD  SPECTER  ROAMS  THROUGH  TME! 

•    THE  WEREWOLF  STALKS 

CAN  A  MAN  BECOME  A  WOLF    -A  FIERCE 
BEAST  WNOSB  FANGS  WREAK  HAVOC? 

"HAUNTED  HOUSE™ 

ONLY  A  PARK  OLD  HOUSE -r BUT  IT  HIO 
A   SECRET  OF  TERRIBLE  VENGEANCE! 

<»  TRUE  GHOSTS  OF  HISTORY- 

THE  OREAD  SPIRIT  OF  LORD  TYRONE/ 

"THE  CASTLE  OF  0TRAHT0- 

BEHIND  ITS  GRIM   BATTLEMENTS  ■ 
LURKED-  THE  SUPERNATURAL.' 

-IT  WALKED  BY  NIGHT  » 

A  WRONGED  MAN  STRIKES  THROUGH  THE  CENWRIESl 

*•  STRANGE  SPIRITS-  ,„„M„, 

THE  STORY  OF  A  SINISTER  SUPERSTITION- VOODOO! 

"THE  CURSED  R/5TOL™ 

300  YEARS -AND  THE  FATAL  FIREARM  STILL 
SOWED  DESTRUCTIONS 


%  m 
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BR  INC 
THE 
CRATE! 
HURRY! 


WE  TOOK  THE  BEAST  ALIVE 
—  PUT  AT  WHAT  A  PRICE? 
I'VE  BEEN  CAGING  ANP  SELL- 
ING WILP  BEASTS  FOR 
TWENTY  YEAR'S!  BUT  EVERY 
TIME  A  MAM  IS  tOLLEP— 
I  FEEL  LIKE  A  MUROERERt 


IT  WASN'T  YOUR 
FAULT,  MR.  WILPEK! 
THE  BRUTE  MOVEV 
FASTER.  THAN  tTS 
SHADOW* 


B16GEST  T1MEER 
WOLF  I  EVER 
SAW!  VICIOUS! 
IF  IT  LEAPEP 
FOR  A  MAN'S 
THROAT- 


c 


T  THAT  MQMBNT  </N  A 
NEARBY  GABW"- . 

-      .-/WEREWOLVES 
FEAR  GARLIC  *• WHAT 
WAS  IT  WE  HEARP  HOWL- 
ING LAST  NIGHT?  IT 
BEGAN  AS  A  WOLF'S 


^A  WREATH' 
'OF  GARLICf 

'WHATGOOP 
WILL  THAT  PO, 

WOMAN  7- 


if** 


CRY- BUT  IT  TURNEP  INTO 
THE  CRUEL  LAUGHTER, 
OF  A  AMV/ 
JACQUES' 
LAUGHTER! 


^  .    A?'*...    lijR;./' 


TMff  BLEAK  NORTH  COUNTRY, 


1 


ANGtgNT  BELIEFS  CHE  SLOWLY. 'FROM  OLp 
FRANCS  THE  SETTLERS  BROUGHT  W/TH  THEM 
<*A  MORTAL  FEAR  OF  THB  UNDBADf. 


I  TELL  YOU— IT  WAS 
JACQUES!  JACQUES 
LOGGER  ,f  HE  WAS  BITTEN 
BY  A  WOLF— THEN  PB- 
APPEAREPllPlTWAS  A 
WEREWOLF  THAT  PIT 
HIM,HE'S  BECOME  A 
WEREWOLF  HIMSELF! 
HE  WAS  CRUEL, 
BRUTAL  EVEN  AS 
A  MANf  IF  HE  ROAMS 
THE  TIMBER  AS  A 


*ATSR  TH< 
UOMN  WtL 


HE'S  A  MAGNIFICENT  BEAST  BARBARA ! 
ZOOS  ARE  PLENTY  GREEPY  FOR 
TIMBER  WOLVES-WELL  GET  A  GOOP 
PRICE  FOR  HIM  IN  THE  STATES!  BUT 
I  CANT  FORGET  THAT  WE 
CAPTUREP  WM  — /»F  THB 


COST  OF  A  HUMAN 
UPS! 


m 


msmmmM 


km 


I'M 
TERRIBLY 
PEAR! 
LETS  CALL 
IT  A 
NIGHT! 


TlREP 


TRANSFORM  A  ttOM* 


W 


66$  ! 


m 


q, 


mMA! 


>MW//l-IM~CHANGIN6  SACK!  NO 
LONGER;  A  WOLF- I'M  UACQUSS/ 
-CAGE  ME  LIKE  A  8BA€T,  WOULC7 
THEVrJ'ti  CXAIV  7W£/W 
THKOATS  OUT! 


4$ 


^z**~ 


t  'tfffiii'.^' 


m 


£ 


.  i 


/>* 


fli 


fV" 


■■I 


Wfl 


">$« 


l^iOWQWIIt" 


;»''' 


tH4BLP! 
HGLP! 
LBTME 
GO"' 

OHM! 


TUB  WIFB  OP  THE  MAN  WHO 
CAGBP  /Mff/WHBN5Me  BEASJS 
THE  CLAWMARKS  OF  THE  UND&A& 
-SHE  WILL  SUN  LIKE  A  FEAST 
THROUGH  THE  TIMBER!  HER 

HANPS  WILL  BECOME  CLAWS, 

HER  FACE— 


m 


BARBARA  l 

SHE'S 
GONE"" 


"■^ 


4§ 
Ik 


TfflHffiB^i 


>& 


4\ 


m. 


■ . 


>^ 


(xi'Nk  TURNING  BACK  /A/TO  A  WOLF 'i 'NO 

J  CONTROL  OVEE  IT  I  HOW  CAN,  I  GET  A   POCTOR 
I  TO  HELP  ME  IF  I'M  A  BEAST  WITHOUT  A  VOICET, 
\Z*&  BE  KILLED  ON  SIGHT/  j- 


\RPEP-DESRERATE~THB 
GHASTLY  MONSTER  RETURNS 
TO  /TS  CAGBf- 

-—^I'LLGET  THE 

WOUNP  PRESSEP-vWd 
iNQLrtCNM  CHANCE  -GOT 
TO  TAKE  IT!  HE  WONT  KNOW 
1'  WAS  THE  MAN  HE  SHOT! 
;  A  MAN  LIKE  . 
HIM  DOESN'T 
BELIEVE  IN 
-GRRR! 


*%Fh£camp/s  arouseo  by 
an  agoniz6&  howling! 


WQUNOEP!  GE  E  AT  SCOTT- 
REMEMBER  NOW  J  MV  GUN  WENT  OFF 
TWICE  WHEN  I  STRUGGLED  WITH 
THAT  LUMBERJACK !  A  STRAY  PULLET 
MUST  HAVE  LOPGEP  IN  THE  BEAST  ! 


w&avs  l,at0X^A$  WB  WM. 


THE  LEAST'S  WOUNP  MUST  BE  NEARLY 
HEALEP'I  BELIEVE  I'VE  MAPE  FRIEND 
WITH  IT!  IT  NEVER  SNARLS  AT  ME ! 
I'M  GOING  TO  SEE 
W-tYtfAT'S 
THAT? 


THE  SHIP'S  POCKING  1 
VOU'P  BETTER  GET 
HER  INTO  A  TAXI ! 
SHE  WAS  SHAKEN  UP 
A  BIT-  BUT  SHE'LL 
BE  ALL  RK5HT  NOWt 
NERVE^MOSTLY'-SHE 
SAW  A  SHAPOW—ANC? 
IN  HER  NERVOUS 
STATE,  WELL-YDU 
KNOW  HOW      _-/J 
WOMEN  ARE! /THtNK 
IPO, 
POCTOR! 


_&W  THE 
SLEEPING  CITY 
—A  GHASTLY 
TERRORFALLSJA 
TERROR  OF  REND- 
ING  CLAWS  SLASH- 
ING OUT  OF  THE 
DARKNESS -OF 
RUNNING  FEET 
'-Of  SCREAMS 
THATSTARTANP 
BN&  ABRUPTLY- 

AS  THOUGH 
CHOKED  OFF!  AN9 
OYER  All,  THE 

SHADOW  OF 

SOMETHING 

MONSTROUS  >ANI> 
AS  MERCILESS 
AS  THE  ARCTIC 
NIGHT? 


V?ATBX  THAT  N/GHT-'fN  UOHN WfLOER'S  HOMB-fl  TELL  VOu-J'/H  FftGHTBNEP.'tf 
. ___J  WWWT  /A  SHAPOW  l  SAW  ON  THE 


I'M  GOING  UPSTAIRS  TO  SEP !  I'M  <SOERY  THE 
WOLF  ESCAPED  6UT  MY  RESPONSIBILITY  ENPEP 
WMEN  I-SOLP  IT  TO  THE  ZOO!  IF  YOU  WANT  TO 
SIT  V4ERE  LISTENING  TO  THAT  RAPIO  BLARE- 
GO  AHEAPl  YOU  KNOW  AS  WELL  AS  t  00  THE 
WOLF  HAP  NOTHING  TO  DO 

WITH  THOSE  J  IT  £>/£>  HAVE 

SLAVIN6S  \       J^SOMETHI  NG  TO  PO 


*<T  WHY  WON'T  VOL)  BELIEVE  ME^  THE 
WBB.BWOLF  LEGENP  lS  AS  OLp  AS 
MANKINPl  THERE  MUST  BE  SOMB 
TRUTH  IN  IT"  f 


SHIP! 


THBWoZrHM 
&BBN  WOUNPBPl , 

THE  DETAILS  ARE 
JUST  COMING  IN! 
APPARENTLY  IT  GOT 
AWAY,  BUT- 


fQLJN&k 

WHEN  IT  WAS  WOUNPEP 
BEFORE.JOHN  PRES5EP 
THE  WOUNPIWHATIFIT 
SHOULP  COME  H&RE? 
F  IT'S  RBALLYA 
WER£WOLF-/r 
WILL  KNOW 
THB  WAV! 


?*^ 


UOHN! 
UOHN! 
HELP 


CAN'T  HOLPOFF- 
MUCH LONGER ' 
U 'UOHN* 


BARBARA  *KEEP  BACKING 
l/P/STAVAWAV  FROM  IT* 
WE  GOT  TO  BET  TO 
THAT  TABLE* 


m 


X 


in 


/^X'VE  GOT  IT/ A  SILVER  PAPER 
I    KNIFE!  BACK, BARBARA- 
^^HERB  HE  COMES  / 


6(?«Rff«i 


JJW  &ON&  FOR— IF  HE  GETS 
MV  THROAT/ GOT  TO-"  GET 
WM  FIRST!  UGH f 


i^fm 


?sa 


i 


f 


sHBaSfiSBeBK 


w 


.*# 


m 


& 


c? 


x 


S/OW  KNIFE! 

^ANYTHING  SILVER  IS  FATAL 

TO  THE  UN&BAPlYOU  KNEWf 

BUT  >0U  PIPNT  BEUEVE  IN 

THE  UNPEAPlW-WHAT  OPENEt? 

YOUE  EVE5? 


SHEER  PESPEBAT10K 
iLGUesSil-lOIDHT 
'WAMT  TO  LOSE 
VDUrRW2UNfi! 


7' 


MERCtFi/L 

HEAVENS* 

LOOK* 


tgHO/m.YAFT£KWAgP--*TH£Miy#mL£-"f^mLL-TOHiBKANC>JH£  \CAiL  LESLIE,  THE 

P.A.S  SPECIAL INVESTI-  JSCOOPLESS WONPERJ 


TRAIN  WRECK  NEAR  OAK  STATION—  \HOLP  PAGE    )    SATORI HM/VtM-  I 

ANP  A  SWITCHMAN?  BEEN  KILLED!      ONECH lEF-  K  SMELL  GUNPOWDER*,'  I    GIRL.BLIT  YOU'RE  S7WX 

GET  DOWN  THERE  ON  THE  DOUBLE,  J  I'LL  BE  BACK  V  A  SHOOTING,  EH  f  ±A  ROTTEN  DETECTIVE  £ 

"  WHAT  GIVES !   jmmL.  IN  A  FLASH  ! 


'VOU'RE  MV  FAVORITE 
T  YOU'RE  57 

;n  detectiv 

-LOOK* 


. 


L4^M^fllfl,1iUlWW\UW| 


P0£$  THIS  LOOK  LIKE  SHOOTING?  HE'S  l/Jis&zL. THAT  FACE! 'I'LL  "^BETTER  TAKEOFF GAIL- 
SEEN  &TRANGLB0-    BV  SOME-        V^  ^  •■- I'LL  REMEMBER   >TH  15  JUST  ISN'T  A 

OWE  OF  SUPERHUMAN  STRENGTH!  JTOH'NHNf  ?  IT  IN  MY  ^/  WOMAN'S  BUSINESS!  BUT 

DREAMS'!    J^DONTWOREV-Il-LUNP 
'  THAT  KILLER!  OUST 

WATCH  MY  sftOK£/ 


i^^.^^^^^^^^  )\T,GPAL-    *vPOWPBR~ANP  ANOTHER  CRIMB 


S  THE  LAW  MV^ieAT£&"fMW  I  SMELL  A  OKS7B^TmAVBE,TONV  iHMMM-MORE  GUN- 


J  CAN'T  UNPER5TANP  |T-:'THE5E\AGA[N!GUN-    AOU'RETALK-  \  WHICH  P0E5NT  MAKE  SENSE! 
TRACKS  SHOW  THAT  THE  CAR.  WASN'T  JPOWPEK-  */ING  NONSENSE ^  IT  ALM05T  LOOKS  LIKE  EVIL  FOR 


EVEN  IN  MOTION!  THEy  LOOK  AS    ^INHERE  IT 
IF  SOME  GIANT  HANP  ACTUALLY  2  SHOULPNT^ 
PDSHEP  IT  OVER  THE 
CLIFF! 


THE  SAKE  OF  EVIL  ALONE". 


Bm 


/ 


I'^SB 


OH,  GOSH- IT  COULDN'T  \  YOU  ARE  CRAZYJNEXT  THING  ^OKAY.TDNY—      \InlLONE ,GAil, 

BE  —  I T  SOUN  PS  CRAZY      i-VOULL  BE  TRYI NG  TO  TELL  ME     I  PICK  M  E  UP  AT     I MAKES  A 
-BUT  MAYBE  THAT  SMELL    \I5  THAT  THE  PEVIL  HIMSELF   /MY  APARTMENT!  J  STARTLING 
ISN'T  GUNPOWPERj  MAYBE      lCOMMlTTEP  BOTH  THESE      )  GO  ON  AHEAP    /0/SCOVE&YS 
—MAYBE  IT'S  BRIMSTONE,')  CRIMES  I  LOOK,  I'M  FINISHEP  /  ""I  WANT  TO 


MM^ 


HERE- BUT  LET'S  GO 
PANCING 
l  TONIGHT.' 


?K  AROUNP 
!E  AWHILE  I 


IF**: 


.A 


i«5> 


UJ£EFERSANt> 
CREEPERS!  IT- 
IT'S  THE  MARK, 
OFAClOKSVj 
HOOF.' 


710m/ 
OOVES 
■7HF  SWELL 
OF  BRIM- 
STONE- 
WHAT 

ts 

THIS, 
REASEft? 

GAIL  ISN'T 

SURE, 
8UTSHBS 
PLENTY 
5CAREPI 
ANPWHEH 
ATf&ILOF 
HOOFPRIN1S 
LEADS  TOA 

UtPPEN 

CAP- 
STANS 
BY  FOR 
SANGER! 


SO,PT?ETTYONE->OU  FEAR;  THE UV/NG GHOST,  ZU?  M  —  BUT  I'VE  PECJDEI7  THAT  YOU'RE 
NO  NEEP— I  COULD  HAVE  KILLED  YOU  EASILY       '   ^iMtNE-SO  I  CAME  TO  TAKE  YOU! 
BACK  IN  MY  CAVE!  BUT  YOU  WERE  TOO  BEAUTIFUL,  J  YOU'LL  NEED  THIS  COAT— I  TRAVEL 
SO  I  MERELY  FOLLOWED  YOU   HERE !  IT  TOOK  ME 
A  WHILE  TO  MAKE  UP  MY  MlNP- 


7fan  —  A  FKiGHTFUL  PMGQV£R?t 


HOLY  Z-SMOKEfA  FACE  SO 
TERRIBLE  THAT  IT'S  ETO-!EG 
ITSELF  INTO  THE  MIRROR,  ' 
A'" A  FACe  THAT'S 
PUT  OF THB GRAVE* 


mh 


THEN— THEN  SUPERNATURAL  FORCES  OO  EXIST! 
SOMETHING  BEYONP  LIFE  ITSELF  IS  AT  WORK 

AN&  tT'S  GOT  GAtL*  WHAT—PMATAM 
I  GO/A/G  TO  CO  J* 


I 


KR\fM 


\ 


/(T, 


THIS  FACE.PRVANPVKE-HAVE  YOD  J  GOOP     A  AOOOEPING  TO  ANCIENT  LEGENPS,7WF 
EVER  SEEN  IT?  VO  THE  WORPS      /HEAVENS  1  UV/A/G  GHOST  IS  AN  AGE-OLP 
UVtNG  GHOST  MEAN  ANV-  j£     V£S!  J  APPARITION -THE  PERSONIFICATION 
THING  TO  YOU  ? 


;;SS**!'::.sS,:St.  ■-, 


*&:; 


OF  BLACK  EVIL  ITSELF!  BACK  AT  THE 
1     BEGINNING  OF  THE  WORLP;  WHEN 
SATANJHE  FALLEN  ANGEL,  WAS 
PRIVEN  INTO  BANISHMENT— 


im 


7%r\'®.% 


ifS®?S; 


^5 


^Sa«» 


T 


/ 


~M 


*MALEVO,HlS  CHIEF  LIEUTENANT-BASICALLY  EVEN    ^  IT'S  5AIP  THAT  ONCE  IK  EVERY    ^YOU'VE  GOT  TO 
MOKE  EVIL  THAN  HIS  MASTER-WAS  CONPEMNEP  TCVCENTUEYHE  WALKS'  THE  WORLP  JHELP  Me  FINE? 


WANPER  THE  WOKLP  IN  HUMAN  SHAPE  FOREVER, 
STRAINS  TERROR  INTO  THE  HEARTS  OF 
MORTALS!  ANP  MEN  KNOW  HIM  AS—  THE 
LIVING  GHOST*  . 


AGAlNtSOWfNG  EVIL  MURREE  IN  /HtM.POCTOE! 
HIS  WAKE'ANP  NOW- IT'S  _^/L  YOU'VE  GOT 
COME  TO  PASS  ! 


HO-NO-'tCE£P)  SO  YOU  SCORH  ME!  YOU'LL  CHANGE 
4*W4V{  YOU    J  YOUR  MINRANP 'GLAPLY-lWIfiV  MDK/ 
««/*.    ,   4fl    SEE  AH  EXAMPLE  OFMY 

""* — '  Mini         powers/ 


COME, OH  GREAt?ANP  EVIL  BEAM 
TO  MEt  OH  SATAN'S  HOST! 
BRING  BOOM  AND  GLOOM  FROM 
MOIPV  TOME- 
APPROACH  we  LIVING 

GHOST! 


INCAN- 
TATION 
PIBRCB 
THBmtL 
OFTHS 
UNKNOWN 

-sum 
we 

LONS- 
PBAP 
TO  7WE 
SBSVfCB 
OF  A 
GHOSTVf 
MASTER! 


NWHI& 
■TONVJSN!?-: 

M&BttATEli: 
HUNTING 
iFOZGOMB , 


m 


TRAIU.WE 
SEARCHES 
TH£«C6NE 
i'OP  THE 

WE  $B 


THEV- THEY'RE  SPBCTSXS  ~MWMAN  J 

kHV  IF  THEY'RE  HES37IW LIVING GHOST    M  BViL/ PSBR/MG  HttTHiN* 
MUST  BB  NBAR0Y/VUL  FOLLOW  TMEM 
3UT  I'VE  COT  TO  KEEP  HlPFEN! 


QN.LEGIQHQF  THE  COM0EMNE&-ON' 
NEVER  MORE  MU.  SHE  WHO  CAN 
RULE  WITH  MB  POUBT  MV  POWERS! 


HBLPS' 
HBLP/A 


>-o 


W'Mi: 


THERE'S  NOTHING  I  CAN  PO  AGAINST 
THAT  UNHOLY  MO0— UNLESS  I  TAKE  THIS 
LONG  CHANCE  ON  SLIPPING  IN  UNRECOGNIZED!] 
A  COATING  OF  MUP 


~_-  ■* 


*= 


s 


•  \ 


i 


THEY'LL  THINK  I'M  ONE  OF  THEM-/ 
HOPE  (HOW  IP  I  CAN  ONLY  GET  TO 
GAIL—MAKE  HER  UMPERSTANP— 


;z 


anp  MBfte  mr^Beeeeee.^ 


aoes* 


-\  7 


M^st 


%, 


i 


A«ff/»    A  PLEASE 
A  WAYS SpOAP 


htO!NO!%OH'HHH!  \  SHUT  UP,  YOU  l&IOTt  USTEN 

IT'S  Ale—TIQVK'PRETENP'  TO 

(l   PLAY  ALONG  WITH  THE  HEAP 
[\  GHOUL!  TELL*  HIM  KMLL  PO  ANY- 
THING  HE  WANTS  IF  HE1L  GET  RIP 
_H IS  LITTLE  PLAY- 
MATES ! 


SB 


t*Sfc 


m 


wm^ 


K 


* ii 


fc 


ft 

I 


1 


t   i 


&%&. 


\ 


TO^w  the  UGHT  OF  A  wild  hope  pawn-  \ 

IHG  IN  HER  6*£5~ 


BACK  TO  SLIME  FROM  WHENCE 
VOL*  CAMS, 


I  THOUGHT  VOUP\  BACK  TO  OEATHtDECA)f/ 

PLEASE' I'LL  RULE'  WITH"  YOU— CO  ANY-  }  SEE  THINGS  MY      /  BACK  TO  FIRS  AMP  TV  FLAME-* 
THIN©  YOU  WANT-IFOWLY  YOU'LL      4  WAY  FINALLY!  «*&   YOUR  MASTER  SPEAKS"' 
GET  RIP  OF  THESE  AWFUL    V   WATCH! 

CREATURES? 


■OBEY! 


H1L 

till 

HI 


AH 
HHH 


•  YTVHY>'\T*~n'5T\TS  AN  ANCIENT  CHURCH  ~\MOETAL,YeS'--eUT  YOUf?  UTTLe\ZcOME    ^Hf 
if/ jf  STOPFER  H IM  •    /  KBUC-ANP  tT%  MAPS  J  WfcAFDN  .HASNT  EOP0EP -ME  OF  /  AHEAC?6HOST li 


WHAT- 


/51 


W£  UViNG  GHOST 
MORTAL! 


it! 


THE-  GIANT  STRENGTH  I'VE 
CAKEIEP  WITH  ME  POWN 
THROUGH  THE  CENTURIES* 
YOU'LL  PIE  KNOWING 
THAT/ 


■I'M  NOTAFRAIP 
OF  YOU!  /r's 
MAN  TOMAN 
NOw/ 


vA 


m 


y<(\ 


'A 


'fL. 


?s 


srt* 


T>f^*-*^ 


KiSftSS  . 


:a  «SJ 


ANP,A$  THE  &REA&  TILINGS  AftS 
FLAW4E&  THROUGHOUT  THE  MAT/ON 


faB....-ro.1. 


j 


WE  THOUGHT  THAT  THE  TALISMAN 
HAP  MAPE  HIM  MORTAL—PUT  IT 
WAS  ONLY  TEMPORARY!  IN  THE 
6NP,HIS  GIANT  SUPERNATURAL 
POWERS  WERE  TOO  MUCH 
FDR  IT! 


ANP  NOW  HE'?  ON  THE  \HA-HA!&ONT  WORRY,6AIL~ 
LOOSE  AGAIN— A        JtTWONrPO  VOUAWGOOP? 

tFi  strike— yowll  &m 

SCREAMING  fANP  5*W, 
PEAR  REAPER—I'VE  GOT 
A  SPECIAL  FATE  IN  STORE 


PEAPLY  SPECTER 


LUSTING  FOR  REVENGE! 
BUT  PON'T  WORBV,eAIL- 
COME  WHAT  MAY,  I'LL  BE 
AT  YOLK?  SIPE,  PROTECT- J  FOR  YO£/f*"IT'S  ALL  IN  THE 


ING  >OU< 


NEXT  ISSUE,  SO  START 
TREMBLING! 


Dtlft 


■s.± 


«J 


/«&. 


^L. 


u 


JOHN  DRAKE  shuddered  as  he 
**  stared  at  the  picture.  He  had  painted 
a  masterpiece — but  a  masterpiece  of  hor- 
ror I  Dead  white  eyes  it  had,  and  the 
fangs .  of  a  jungle  beast.  And  now  it 
seemed  almost  alive  as  it  returned  his 
stare  from  the  lighted  canvas.  It  had 
been  human  once,  and  was  portrayed 
standing  next  to  a  yawning  grave,  from 
which  a  spade  caked  with  damp  earth 
projected. 

Few  men  possessed  the  courage  to 
imagine  such  a  thing,  much  less  depict 
it  on  canvas.  But  John  Drake  was  a 
strange  person.  Possessed  of  an  artistic 
genius  which  lent  life  to  his  creations, 
he  was  obsessed  with  an  urge  to  paint 
only  nameless  horrors.  And  in  this  pic- 
ture, he  had  reached  the  climax  of  his 
career  1  It  lived.  One  could  almost  smell 
the  damp  earth  from  the  open  grave. 
And  as  to  the  awful  creature  that  stood 
there — what  was  it?  Ghoul?  Zombie? 
Drake  himself  wasn't  sure.  He  looked 
again — and  a  wave  of  dizziness  swept 
over  him.  He  couldn't  break  away — the 
thing's  glaring  eyes  seemed  to  grip  him 
*in  a  hypnotic  spell  I 

It  took  determination  to  turn  his  eyes 
away,  but  he  finally  did  it.  Whew!  No 
doubt  about  it,  he  had  done  his  work 
well.  He  had  surpassed  himself;  had 
breathed  weird  life  into  the  creation  on 
the  canvas.  Now  he  had  to  get  away 
from  it;  away  from  that  sinister,  yawn- 
ing grave.  With  a  weary  shrug,  he  cross- 
ed the  room  to  a  mirror  and  stood  re- 
garding himself  in  the  shadows.  He  saw 
his  face,  sensitive  and  careworn — and 
behind  him,  the  reflection  of  the  awful 
picture  he  had  painted.  But  what  was 
making  the  room  so  dark?  As  though 
Someone  had  pulled  down  &\\  the  blinds, 
shutting  out  the  moonlight? 

Suddenly  the  mirror  showed  him  some- 


thing else.  A  shadow,  weaving  about 
close  to  the  canvas !  But  how  —  how 
could  the  picture  cast  a  moving  shadow? 

Drake's  scalp  began  to  tingle.  Now  his 
ears  sensed  footsteps  behind  him,  cross- 
ing the  floor  with  a  dull,  insistent  tread. 
It  couldni  be!  He  could  find  out  easily 
enough,  simply  by  turning.  Why  couldn't 
he  turn?  What  was  holding  him  rooted 
to  the  floor  in  the  grip  of  a  nameless 
terror? 

He  started  to  scream  even  before  he 
saw  the  face.  For  the  thing  was  standing 
there,  staring  at  him  with  glassy  eyes,  its 
fangs  bared  and  drooling.  Then,  with 
an   inhuman   screech — it   leaped! 

Drake  fought  it  with  all  his  strength.. 
Sweat  pouring  vptf  his  face,  his  neckcords 
swelling,  he  struggled  frenziedly  against 
claws  that  raked  and  tore.  But  it  was 
too  strong  for  him!  Shrieking  and  strug- 
gling, he  felt  himself  being  dragged  to- 
•ward  the  canvas — toward  a  yawning, 
painted  grave  that  was  too  realistic  1 


The  strange  mystery  of  John  Drake's 
disappearance  was  never  solved.  It  creat- 
ed a  sensation  for  awhile,  but  was  at 
last  forgotten.  The  police  investigated, 
but  finally  were  forced  to  admit  defeat, 
closing  their  files  on  the  great  painter. 
Quite  a  crowd  attended  the  auctioning 
off  of  his  canvases,  and  the  highest  price 
was  paid  for  the  great  masterpiece  he  had 
completed  just  before  he  dropped  from 
sight,  never  to  be  heard  of  again.  It  was 
a  graveyard  scene,  amazingly  lifelike  in 
its  every  detail.  There  was  nothing  in 
the  picture — except  for  a  filled  grave, 
with  the  earth  around  it  'trampled  as  if 
a  struggle  had  taken  place. 
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JERE'S  A  STORY  OP  NIGHT- 
MARE TERROR"  OP  SCREAMS 
IN  THB  N/&HT-OPA  GHOSTLY 
VENGEANCE  THAT  CAME  UP 
PROM  THE  SEA  TO  WREAK  ITS 
PURYONMAN/IT'SA  STORY  Of 
TOOAY-BUT  ITS  EVIL  ROOTS  LIE 
BUR/BO  /N  TIME- SACK  TWO 
CgNTURIES!-  THE  TfME—J7SO. 
WE  PLACE-  TMEROCKBOUNONEW 
BNGLANP  COAST  - 
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>OUlRE  A  STRANGE  MAN 
SCTUtEE  ARAM!  IT'S  NO  SECRET 
THAT  YOU  IOVEP  THE  GIRL 
--ANP  LOST!  yET  HERE  YOU 
ABE-PRINKING  TO  THE 
HAPPY  PAIR  J 


7UT  PSBP  WtTHM  A  TWiSTEP  AMP 
HATe-FILLEO  AtUMP- 


PAHflFICANT 
HAVE  HER-NO 


\S  THE  GUESTS  DGPAR.T* 


I'M  WOKKIEP,  ANO,PAEUN(5-rP 
PHILIP- THE  RATHER  WALKU 
MIGHT'S  SO  LKHOW  EVERY 
PAKMJWW  ^FOOT  OP  THE 
NOT  RIPE  HOME  JSHORESQAP! 
WITH  ONE  OF 


lustMtrres  LArm 

$Kf$TSTHESm 


HERE  HE  COMES!  ARAM 
WILL  PAY  US  HAN06OMELY 
FOR  THIS  NIGHT'S  WORK! 


BEFORE  YOU  HEAVE  HIAA 
OVER- -I'M  GOING  TO  HAVE  A 
LOOK  AT  HIS  FACE/ I'M  CURIOUS 

TO  SEE  HOW  MUCH  COURAGE 
I 


GCOPSVE,  PHlLIPtTOO 
BAP-PUT  THB&e'S 
NOTHING  YOU  CAN 


WHEN  A  MAN  ©0E5  POWN  INTO  TH&  SEA 
WANTING  ANC7  EAVIN3,  THERE'S  PLOOP 
ON  THE  MOON,'  IF  I  TAKE'  YOUR  (SOLE 
HE'LL  COME  FOEVMf  TOO!  J  JV»Vr 
*0  PART  OP  TUB  CURSG  HB'5 


PUT  ON  V£. 
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WBBK  LATER-   SQWR8  ARAM  /S 
TRtCKBN  WITH  A  STRANGE  ILLNESS! 


SALTHM  mouth 

CHOKBP  WITH 

BRING  MB  SOMETHING 
TO  PRINK  THAT  HAS 
NOT  THE  TASTE  OF 


HE  15  SOME!  HE  HAD  NO 
FEVER-VET  HIS  BODY  IS 
HIDEOUSLY  WASTELAND 
AS  HE  DfEP,HlS  EVES  GREW 
BRIGHT  AND  WILD -AS 
THROUGH  SOME  GREAT 
PEAK  HAD  COME  INTO 
HIS  SOUL! 


03J 


lERE'S  A  STORM 
AT  SEA! THE  CASE- 
,MENT  BLEW  OPEN! 
JUH-TWWff* 
SOMBTHING 
OUT  THBRB! 


J* 
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M  CBNTURV  PASSES  OVER  ARAM  HOUSE \ 
•-LNCB  A  GRBAT  PARK  RIRP  OF 
THB  YEAR  IS  HOW  mSO.' 


lJ- 


GENERATIONS  OF 
THE  ARAM  FAMILV 
PAIP  FOR  THE  CURSE 
WITH  THEIR  LIVES'SQUIRE 
ARAM'S  GREAT  GRANPNIECE 
LIVES  THERE  NOW' HER 
FATMEE  WAS     CLAWED 
TO  PBATH* 


BR8R.'LBT'$ 

GET  BACK 
THE  INN, 


?94&~AH&  OAfCE  MORS  THB  OLP  MOUSE 
BLAZBS  WITH  LIGHT  AMP  GAIETY/ 


MMM, THE  SEA  AIR  SMELLS 
GOOC?!THIS  PLACE  HAS  BEEN 
BOARPEP  UP  FOR  YEARS  — 
BUT  MAKING  A  RESORT  HOTEL 
OF  IT  WAS  A  SWELL  IPEA, 
SYLVIA} 


MAN 


WR/&  truusT  rue  MOONUistrr-w&AVMG  wirr&Rtfs 

OF  TERROR?  FOR  tNStPB.WE  FINP  A  VBRV  PtFFBRENT 
WORLP! 


i,  NOTHING  SCARY  APCUT  THAT 


PANCE  OKCHESTRA.SVLVIA.'OB  THE 
GUESTS  ITHEVEE  HAVING  THE  T(ME 
OF  THEIR  LIVES  !OH-CW  J  HERE  COMES 
THE  PROPRIETOR 


[      — — ^ ^M— P«^— —  ^,»^M^n^M^^—MMMM^ M 

*&)N  THE  SHORE  R&AP-A  MOMENT  LA7Wt>- 


THIS  PLACE  IS  AS  5POOKVAS  A 

CEMETERY  ATMIPNIGHT.'TMOSE 

FIG  FLAT  STONES  LOOK  JUST 

LIKE- -GRAVE  MARKERS.' 


I'M  AFRAiP 
POidOHN! 


PONT  BELIEVE  WE'VE  MET- -I'M 
STEPHEN  CAREWJASAN  ANTI- 
QUARIAN,! CAN  ASSURE  YOU' 
THAT  THE  ARAM  GHOST  15 
GRIMLY  KS/At/ 1  CAN'T 
EXPLAIN  IT'!  NO  ONE 
CAN/  BUT- 


I  SAW  MV  BEST 
FRIENP  PIE.'I'M 
STAVINS  ON  UN- 
TIL I  SET  AT 
THE  TRUTH/ 


''■UW>:-'-/.-'//-'\ 


THB  GHOST  v  THERE'S  NO 
MISTAKING  IT  J  IT  MUST  HAVE 
SENT  A  BOLU7ER  CRASHING! 
WELL— IT'S  AN  UNUSUALLY 
FINE  NIGHT  FOR  A 
SHOWDOWN? 


-WHERE  PIP  HE  GOT 
WAS  IT  BECAUSE  HE 
COULPN'T  SLEEP  OR 
PIP  HE—rt/£GOT 
TO  PINO  HM! 


^BRROR'SHAPOWGt?  WSTA/VTS 
LATER  -ON  THE  SHORE  ROAP 


OH.WHEEE  IS  HE?HE 
COULP  HAVE  GONE  IN 
ANY  ONE  Of  A  POZEN 


VBSJ'M  CAREW.'SUTMy  MOTHERS  FAMILY  BORE  A 
PIFFERENT  NAME— AM  At/ I'M  THE  LAST  OF  TME 
ARAMS-ANP  I  COULP  NOT  SEE  THE  MANSION  OF 
MY  ANCESTORS  PRAGGEP  INTO  THE  MUP!  A  COMMOU 
HOTEL',  1  PIS6UISEP MYSELF  WITH  LUMINOUS 
FAINT— WORE  STEEL-TIPPEP  GLOVES— TO 
TERRIFY  THE  GUESTS! I  KILLED  YOUR  FRlgNP 
WHEN  H£  RECOGNIZEE  MBiWOiVS  SMUU. 
KILL  VOU!    GHOSTS, BAH I 


6>S  ROGER  ANO  SVIV/A  RETURN 
TO  THE  hotel- 


HE  PfPNT 
0ELIEVE    THE 
GHOST  EXtSTEP 

"BUT/7 

KILlEP 
HiM! 


\  SYLVIAONE  OF  MS  ANCESTORS 
,,AS  THE  0COTHER  OF  A  MAN 
SUPPOSEDLY  MUEPEEEP  &Y  OLP' 
SQUIKE  AKAM  IN  l750'.Dit?  THAT 
MUEFEEEF  MAN'S  GHOST  HELP 
ME,A  REMOTE  PESCENPAMTWIN 
I  OUT  OVEE  THE  LAST  OF  THE 
A^AMSriF  SOr-mS  VENGE* 
ANCS  /S  SATiSF/BW 
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A  CURSE  ON  THE  PISTOL 
THAT  SLEW  MY  SON !  M  AV 
IT  STRIKE  THROUGH  THE 
CENTURIES  AT  YOU 
YOURS* 


5c^»s  tr  the  cause  ? 

WHO  KMOWSTBUT  IN  THE 
SAMB  RQOM-A  CENTIMV 
LATBR"'  mm 


I  WANT 
>SEE 


IT  KILLED  MV 
GKEAT-GEANOFATWERiy  IT! 
THEY  SAY  IT'S 


rwtceMQ&grm 

Pm&A*M  RQAKB& 
QP0BATH! 


THE  LAST  OP  THE  PE  FRAISES-/4 
«U/P»ff.'AN[?  ALL  THATS  LEFT 
TO  MB  IS  TH/8  -THE  CURCgP 
PISTOL  WHICH. 
HAS  BEEN 
OUR  RUINA- 
TION! 


U$Ur  STILL  THEOLO  WBAPOi 
HAD  THB  LAST  WORCH  THB  --, 
FOLLOWING  t>AV—  r 


STRANGB—IVE  NEVER  KNOWN 
SLOOP -POISON  TO  WORK  SO 


A  GHOSTLY  CURsm  *  k 


jbgastls  oFommro  was  mmrw  tm 
pavsof  wtuuAM  rmmoNQummmiMTHm 

Pi&MAL  COU8TYAR&-AG  H/GM,BLBAK 
tt/kXBtS  CATCH  TH0  GWtMiW 


YES.I'M  HEIR  TO  THIS  CURSEP 
CASTLE  "-BUT  A  SLAVE  TO  ITS 
OWNER,  MV  UNCLE  MANFREP! 
ANP  AT  HIS  WISH  I  MUSTMAKXY 
AGfRLlVE  NEVER  SEEN-BE- 
CAUSE  HER  NOBLE  FAMILY 
PLEASES  HIM * 
I'P  RATHER5 
B&  PEAO 
THAN- 


HS 


^s»a 


SPW'A  cT&i 


OUST/NUT'S 
Z-THE  VOL/NG 
MASTE&.'HE'S 
BEEN CRUSHED! 

XT-IT'S 
THE  HELMET 
OF  ALFONSO! 

THE  CASTLE'S   ' 
RIGHTFUL  LOEP--- 
SLAIN  CENTURIES  AGO 
SV  MANFREP'S  ANCESTORS, 
WHO  TOOK  OTRANTO  FOR 
THEMSELVES  \ANQ  NOW 
HIS  GHOST  WALKS . 
AGAIN! 


jiijijij ifo;  ■  i ■  i;i  ;o;ivi;if Wy$$nfc$>Wm 


s:mE:mEmmmmjmmm 

THE  cotmTYAR&»*me 

&H0STLV  HELMET, 
VANISHES! 


THEEE'S  A  CURSE  ON 
THIS  CASTLE  1  THERE'S 
A  CUE5E  ON  MANFXE&, 
TOO -HE'LL  PIE  JUST 
AS  HIS  NEPHEW  PIP! 


WE-WE  MUST 
BRING  HIM  WGRP 
OF  WHAT  HAS 
HAPPENEP! 
*    COME! 


ANPP0YOU  EXPECT  ME  TO  GRIEVE? 
POOLS /MV  NEPHEW  HATEP  ME)  AS 
kFOR  ALFONSO'S  GHOSTg 
-PAH! I  FEAR  NOT 
THE  LONG- 
DEAPfTHIS 
CASTLE  IS 
MINE' 


lift 


rrt£- 


IT  IS  BEST 
THAT  YOU  MARf 
IS  IT  A  PISGRACE.  TO  ^  HlM.MlSTRESSi 
BE  POOR,  ANNE?  WHICH  IS  )  POVERTY  15  A 
WORSE—TO  MARRV  A       J  HAgSH  TASK- 
STRANGEROR  ENDURE— 9^   MASTER  [ 
JHE  UGLINESS  OF    Jf*»* 
POVERTyf^ 

Imp 

mm 
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SHE'S 
BEAUTIFUL  ! 
HMM- 


MB 


SPARS  ME! IT  WAS  NOTIWMO  DROVE  A 
DAGGER  WTO  YOUR  HEART  AND  ROBBED 
YOU  OF  WHAT  WAS  RtGHTFULLY  YOURS.' 
YOUR  BLOOD  /S  ON  THE  HEAD  OF  A 
DEAD  MAN  "MANFRED'S  ANCESTOR, 


I—I'VE  GOT  TO  GET  OUT 

OF  THIS  AWFUL  PLACE ! 
BUT  I  CAN'T  FINP  THE 
ENTRANCE  HALL".  ITS  A 

s,  PARK  MAZE 
OF  ROOMS 

NO 


YOU  ARE  LOVELIER 
THAN  A  SUNSET- 
X  NEVER  THOUGHT 
TO  FINE?  BEAUTY 
IN  OTRANTO* 


W-WHO 
ARE 
YOU? 


MY  NAME'S  THEOPORE  ANP  I 

-listen.*  the  vault's 
shaking! alfonso  '& 
ghost  must  bb  moving 
about  in  the  portrait 
gallery!  it's  directly 
overhead! 


ITS  ARLENi  HE'S  PEA& 
—  CUT  COWN  BY  THE 
SCYTHE ! WHY  &OSG 
THE. .GHOST  NEVER 
ATTACK  YOU? 


MAVHAP  SHE 
TALKS  WITH  THE 
PEAD,  MASTER! 


WHO  BE  YOU, 
SIRRAH-'* 
•LIVING   LIKE 
A  GHOUL  IN 
THE  VAULT  OF 
MY 


YOU  PARE  TO  SPEAK 
TOME  THUS? FOR 
THAT    X  WILL  NAVE 
YOUR  LIFE* 


VOU  5HOULP 
HOLD  YOU  E 
TEMPER  WHEN 
YOU  FIRE  A 
PISTOL,    , 
ROGUE  ! 


WE  SHALL  GET  TO  UNDERSTAND  EACH 
OTHER  BETTER  WHEN  WE  ARE  WEP- 

EKGlRLf  ,,,..,,. ,,,     .      . jrff 


/Vf  *5,  MANFRED!  YOUR 
HOUR.  HAS  COMB/ 


3P 


ANP  y<£?i^THEOPORE"-WHO  STATE  THAT 
THE  HONORED  DEAD  OF  MY  FAMILY  ARE 
YOUR  ANCESTORS ---HARKEN  TO  ME!  ALL 
MEN  OF  MY  UNE  PEAR  A  MY5TtC  MARK 
wm%®M        UPON  THEIR  BOPI ESI 

a^^ef  v»*/>e  shoulder, 

SO  THAT  1  MAY  KNOW 
JHE  TRUTH! 
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I  CAME  TO  THIS  CASTLE 
KNOWING  IT  WAS  UIGHT- 
FULLY  MINE!  SEE -I  BEAR 
THE  SEAL  OF  OUR  HOUSE 
UPON  MY  FLESH !  AN  ARROW 
—©PEEPING  TRUE  TO  ITS 
MARK! 


AS  FOR  YOU -MY  VENGEANCE 
WILL  BE  QUICKLY  SAVSFIEO! 
&m,MANFRE&! 


then  you  are 
my  heir.' your 

HERITAGE—COURAGE- 
ANP  THE  RIGHT  TO  WALK 
IN  THE  SUNLIGHT  ANO 
FEAR  NO 
MAN* 


tfh"r 


mm   if i  up  iflpipa  "'i'1 

THEODORE  ANO  ISABELLA 
±WEt  AGHAST,  A  TREMOR 

.SHAKES  THE  EARTH ANO 

}mmcA&TLm.#£0tm  to 
crumble.' ws  mighty 

WALLS  RUSH  AS  UN  PER- 
A  NO  TRB  0ARK&ATTLM* 
^MBNTS CRASH  TO  7WB 

puAtm 


ARRG.t 


THE  CASTLE  WOULP  PO  YOU 
HO  GOOO,  LAO! IT  IS  STAIHE& 
WITH  BLOOP  ANO  TEARS*  Z 
WILL  GROW  SWIFTLY 
LARGER  IVOU  MUST  GO- 
BEFORE  MY  SPIRIT 
LEAVES  THE  EARTH 
FOREVER! 
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/Jfett  AH  INSTANT- BRIEF  AS  A  PROPPEO  HEARTS  SAT- 
A  GHOSTLY  SHAPE  LOOMS  AGAINST  THBCLOUOS, 
GROWN  TO  TOWERING  HEIGHT. 'THEN  IT  P/MS  ANO 
VANISHES! 


||»SP| 


%>■ 


OMHH, 
LOOK- 

xook! 
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SOME  HOW- I'M  GLAO 
THE  CASTLE'S  GONBl  A 
MAN  WITH  WiSPOM  IN 
HIS  HEAP  ANP  STRENGTH 

in  his  arms  can  make 
wgown  way  in  the 
worlphts  goop— 

t/UST  TO  SB  s+ 

ALIVB! 


Ml  ,ij  l.  { m^**BW*»«^"««*» 


JANE  moved  across  the  creaking  floor* 
**  boards  of  the  dark  old  house,  her 
pigtails   quivering. 

"Don't  make  so  much  noise,  Jimmy!** 
she  breathed, 

"I'm  not  scared!"  Jimmy  flared,  glow- 
ering at  his  sister.  "There's  a  big  pile 
of  bottles  in  the  cellar!  Mr.  Jenkins  will 
pay  us  a  penny  apiece  for  soda  pop  bot- 
tles!" 

"Mrs.  Meek  was  a  witch!"  Jane  com- 
plained bitterly.  "She  didn't  die  like  peo- 
ple do.  She  comes  back  here  and  sits  in 
the    window!    Freddy    Wilson    saw    her!" 

"Aw,  don't  be  a  scary  cat!"  Jimmy 
Aung    out.    "Nobody    lives    here    now!" 

"Mrs.  Meek  does!  Jimmy,  I'm  afraid 
of  her!"  Jane  was  big  for  her  age,  but 
now  she  felt  very  small.  She  shivered  in 
dread  alarm.  "She  comes  back!  She  does!" 

Jimmy    started    to    reply;    then    froze. 

"Jane,  look!  It's  a  rag  doll!  Right  over 
there— by  the  wall!" 

Jane  let  out  a  gasp.  The  doll  sat  in 
the  shadows,  with  its  back  to  the  wall. 
It  was  covered  with  cobwebs.  It  had  a 
funny  grinning  face,  and  it  wore  a  calico 
dress.   Sawdust    was   spilling   out   of  it. 

Then  Jimmy  saw  the  fire  engine.  All 
rusty  it  was,  as  though  it  had  traveled 
to  its  last  fire  and  was  now  ready  for 
the  junkpile. 

The  children  didn't  hesitate.  They  went 
down  on  their  knees  in  the  dust  and  pick- 
ed   the  toys   up,   their  eyes   glowing, 

"Golly,  Jimmy,  you  couldn't  buy  a  doll 
like  this!"  Jane  enthused.  "Look  how  its 
eyes   shine!    Like   it   was   alive!" 

"Jeepers!"  Jimmy  muttered.  "I  like  old 
fire  engines!  This  one's  all  smoked  up 
an*  everything!"  . 

Jane  let  out  another  gasp.  She  was  feel- 
ing the  tug  now.  The  doll  was  twisting, 
tugging  at  her,  as  though  it  wanted  to 
go  somewhere.  It  wasn't  tugging  with  its 
arms.  Oh,  no.  It  was  just  a  limp  rag  doll. 


But  Jane  could  feel  the  tug.  It  was  like 
—holding  a  big  magnet  that  tugged, 
pulled! 

The  fire  engine  was  tugging  too.  At 
Jimmy! 

The  children  followed  the  tugging. 
They  didn't  want  to,  really.  But  they 
-were  scared    not    to. 

Throw  the  toys  down,  children— get 
rid  of  them!  Please,  children,  hurry!  Do 
you  want  to  die?  The  witch  comes  back 
and  sits  in  the  window!  If  you  don't  want 
to  meet  her,  stay  rnva-y  frern  that  closet! 

The  closet's  mouldy  old  door  was  a  lit- 
tle ajar,  as  though  it  had  a  birthday- 
present  surprise  for  Jimmy  and  Jane.  The 
toys  seemed  to  want  to  enter  the  closet, 
taking    the   children   with    them! 

It  was  Jane  who  threw  the  door  wide. 
She  didn't  want  to,  but  she  had  to  obey 
the  doll. 

"Jimmy,  I'm  scared!  Jimmy,  don't  run! 
Oh,  Jimmy!" 

Mrs.  Meek  stood  just  inside  the  closet, 
with  a  sickly  yellow  light  flooding  down 
over  her.  Death  hadn't  changed  Mrs. 
Meek  much.  She  had  been  scrawny  and 
hideous  in  life  and  she  was  hideous  now. 
From  her  thin,  shriveled  face  to  her 
turned-m  toes  she  was  wrapped  in  cob- 
webs, which  clung  to  her   like  a  shroud! 

In  Mrs.  Meek's  hideous,  shrunken  face 
two  eyes  rolled  a  little,  to  fasten  on  the 
children.  But  as  her  withered  skeleton- 
thin  arms  went  out  to  make  sure  the 
children  would  not  escape,  the  tugging 
stopped. 

Jimmy  hurled  the  fire  engine  straight 
at  Mrs,  Meek!  There  was  an  awful,  splint- 
ering crash,  Mrs,  Meek  fell  back  into  the 
closet.  Dust  swirled  up  about  her  and 
she  began  to  crumble. 

But  the  children  didn't  wait  to  see 
the  last  of  Mrs.  Meek!  They  turned  and 
ran  screaming  from  the  house  and  out 
into  the   warm,   bright   sunlight! 


HE  WAS  A  CRUEL,BRUTAL 
MAN— ANP  BEFORE  I 
MET  YOU.HECOURTEP 
MEl  WHEN  I  REFUSED 
HIMHE  THREATENEP 
A  TERRIBLE  REVENGE! 
HE  KNEW  HE  WAS 
FATEC?  TO  PiE^ARLV 
-AN0  WA&NBP 
HE'O  COMB  BACK 
TO  HAUNT  met 


STRANGB^WLL  SWBBPS   THB  ROOM! 

mm*  tnb  &m&rap  torn?  ryROMBi 


I  WARNED  YOU  THAT  I  WOULP 
RETURN,  MV  PEAR!  0/ MS* 
MB  YOUR.  NAN&! 


.  u\tu 


MV  HANP  -  SHRIVELING 
AHHHf 


<jj<  J.    '  I      II       ■  »— ^—  I  II     i -  »- 

^SPECTRAL  VENGEANCE-  -A  WITHERE&  HANPt 
ZAUY  8ERESFQRP  CONCEALED  HER  GHASTLY 
DEFORMITY  WITH  A  BLACK  SCARF,  AN&, 
&REAP  fN>  HER  HEART,  WAITED  FOR  THE 
J.  GO"  BUT  MY     \  GHOST  TO  STRIKE  AGAIN! TEN  YEAR'S 
REVENGE  IS  NOT   E_  LATER-  -H€  C&M€/m 
VET  COMPLETE'! 
TINIC0  MORS  SHALL 
YOU  TREMBLE 
BEFORE  ME! 


u^M 


I  HAVE  LITTLE  TIME 
-  MY  GRAVE  AWAITS 
ME7SPEAK-POE5  MY 
PRESENCE  GIVE  YOU 
PLEASURE f 


5k 


'0&& 


*» 


VOL* 

'••VOL*  DARE 

OFFEND  THE  DEAD?  TYBH  I  TOUCH 
YOU  R  FACE- AND  IT  CEASES  TO 
B6 'BEAUT* W£/ FOR  TEN  YEARS 
YOU  WtUL  TURN  TO  THE  WORLP 
THE  PACE  OF  A  WtTHER.EC?  OL£7 
WOMAN  <THEN,ON  YOUR  FORTY- 
SEVENTH  B\  RTHI7AY  -  -  YOU  WILL 

0l£! 


LORD  TYRONE'.  \ 

I  WOULC?  SOONER  lj 

LOOK  UPON  TH% 

FACE  OFA  HANGEP 

MURP6REK  VWTH/f/fSs**: 

HIS  CRIMES 

3LACK 

UPOU 

HIM' 


^^-,1,  ^-^ 


YOU  SE£,PR.HERWOOR  WE 
ARE  STILL  A  HAPPY  FAMILY/ 
1  AM  POETV-SIX.'ANP  L°0K 
EIGHTY  I  BUT  MY  HU5BANP 
SEES  ME  WITH  THE  EVES 
Of  YOUTH  f 


^en  mE  terrified  woman 

REACHES  HER  BEDROOM 


0/0  YOU  THINK  YOU 
COULD  ESCAPE  ME. 


PEARMAPAME,I  WAS  PRESENT 
AT  YOUR  CHRISTENING!  WHEN 
YOUR  BIRTH  PATE  WAS  ENTERED 
»N  THE  VILLAGE  REGI5TRV-A  .' 
MISTAKE  WAS  MAPE!  YOU'RE 
FORTY-  SEVEN/ 1- 1 
.THOUGHT  YOU  KNEW,'   /FORTV 

V  K^^  YOU'VE 


UH£  'A:i^G*^A0WLWMYW 


4  ■,,„    Am'm.I,  ,,„l,.„l,toW-.-M-.'ll» 


AT  LEAST- SHE  HAS  FOUNP  PEACE! 
AS  SURELY  AS  THERE  1-5  JUSTICE 
BEYONP  THE  GRAVE- THAT 
EVIL  MANS  GHOST  WILL 
FOREVER  WALK  THE 
NIGHT,  TORMENTEP 
BY  ITS  CRIMES! 


DOCUMENTS  BEAR  WITNESS  TO  WE  TRUTH 
OF  THIS  TERRIFYING  STQRV/lTIS BASED  ON  EYE-WITNESS 
ACCOUNTS, ANO  MS  USED  BY  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT  AS  WE 
THEME  OF  A  ROMANCE/ ANOTHER  CNILUNG  TRUE  6H0ST 
STORY  IN  OUR.  NEXT  ISSUE-  -DON'T MISS  IT/ 


NO  BUSINESS  TOPAy, 
BEN  NY- -LETS  LOCK 
UP!  LORN  A  WANTS 
US  TO  COME  TO 
SOME  LAWYERS' 
OFFfCE-THEVRE. 
REAPING  HER 
UNCLE'S  WILL 
TOPAY! 

H 


WISH/"  HAP  AGIRL- 
FRlENP  WHO  WUZ 
AN  HEIRESS,  FEEPj 
A  MILLION 
BUCKS—  AN' 
SHES  THE  ONLY 
,?N^    RELATIVE,' 


*tfk£  LAW  OFF/CSS  OF FlElP/N®  AN£>^ 

:-  :-,r,  -  -,-    ell  KNOW  MY  UNCLE  WAS  ECCENTRIC- 
OTHERWISE  HE  WOULPN'T  HAVE  SPECIFIED  ' 
THAT  HI5  WILL  BE  REAP  TEN  YEARS  AFTER  HIS 
PEATHISUTYOy  SAY 

IT  CONTAINS  AN    W       f  YES,MISS  BRENT!   1 

OPP  PROVISION,    PS™    BRlEFLY,YOU  ARE  TO 

MR-FIELPINGfJi™    INHERITA  MILLION 

,<f*^\ll    CONDITION  THAT 
H    VQU  SPEND  TO- 
NIGHT AT  THg 
OLO  BRENT 
MANSION/ 
m 


ZOWIE? ALL  \  NOT  QUITE  THE  CINCH  YOU  THINK  f 
THEM  BUCKS,     1  THE  MANSION'S  BEEN  BOARPEP  UP  FOR 
JUST  TA  PROP  /  TEN  YEARS— AMP  ON^ HEARS  STRANGE 
IN  ATA  HOUSE  SSTORIES!  TO  TELL  YOU  THE  TRUTH,lTS 
FOR  ONE  NIGHT!  iSAlP  TO  BE  HAUNTEP~*BY  TNE 
WOTTA  CINCH,      \  VBNGBFUL 
EH,MR.  JONE^?  /  GHOST 
OF  OLO 

HORACE 

BRENTJ 

^8 


WHTPALL 

an&  rm 

OLP  BRBNT 

0OM& 
J?BAS>  *■■ 
^AHBA&tjf 


IT—  IT 

LOOKS 

GCARGV! 


PONT  WORRY,LORNA!  I'VE 
GOT  A  STRANGE  SENSE  OF, 
PANGER,&U7  WE'LL 
3E  ON  THE  ALERT ! 


WS^t 


GHOSTS,  POOHlf  HOSE 
LAWYERS   FfELPING  ANP 
JONES  MAY  BE  5CAREC? 

•BUT  NOT  U'L 
i&ENNVlC'MQN  iff! 


<2? 


4P 


THAT  PICTURES  HORACE  BRENT!- -NO t 
WONPER  HE  WANTEP  LOENA  TO 
SPENP  THE  NIGHT  HEKB!  HS 
WANTEP  TO  SCARE  HER!  , 
BRRRR-HIS  PACE  GIVES  WE  /  YES? 
THE  SHIVERS !  ^  TOO 

EASILY 


THERE  CAN'T  gE  ANY  SUCH 
THINGS  AS  GHOSTS  J  COULP 
THERE  BE  A  SECRET  PANEL 
HE'S  PISAPPEAKEC?  INTOf 


I'M  T-TELUN'  YOUi 
■A  S-SKEL-A  S-SKEL- 


AEE  YOU  TIDING  TO 

TELL  MB  YOU  SAW  A 

SKBLBTOfitr  GHOSTS, 

SK6LETONS,flWM'  THERE* 

NOTHING  ON  EARTH  THAT 

CANT  BE  EXPLAINED  BY 

FACTS- -AN&  tT'S  FACTS 

WB'K£  GO' 


/ASAlP 
THAT  BEFORE  J 
AN1  WOT'J?E 
VA  LAFFIN1 
AT? 


THAT- THAT 
WASN'T  FRED'S  ^T 
VOICE!  IT  WAS  THE 
VOICE  OF  AN  OLD 
MAN-*  SU&tEp 
MANh-LOOK! 


vs 


iT-/rs  i//vcif 

HORACE J '3-BUT 
HE'S  &>&£A&! 


ITS  A  HOAX, 

I  TELL  YOU- 

A  HOAX! 

STAND 

AStPE! 


IbP 


THE  BULL615- 
THEVRE  NOT 
EVEN  HURT- 
ING HIM* 
HE ~H£&  ■ 
MOT  FLESH 
ANPBLQOO* 


*** 


FACTS  HE  WANTS  I     ^  I'M  ASWAMEP 
^ELLYA  GOT  "EM,  PAL,'    J  OF  MYSELF, 
AN1  VOU'RB  THE  GUV  <  KNNV.'I  RAN 
WOT  PIPNT  BBU£V£  A.IKE  A SCARE? 
I N  GHOSTS  I     /^  0fcS V--BUT  fOR. 
THE  FIRST  TIME 
IN  MY  UFEJ  FELT 


IT- IT 

CAME 
FROM 
THERE! 


HANG  ON.LQRNA! 
'M  COMING  [ 


PEAP  OK  ALIVE, 
MISTER— WIS 
/S  FOR  YOU/ 


jf&t AMAZMG  XBVSlATfOAtS tBOXWERB    ] 


wbllxll  met 

LAWYS&  t/OM£& 

FfBL&tNG'S 

RARTNBR! 


SKELETON  BONES- 
PAINTEP  ON  A  SLACK 
COSTUME!    . 

^PON'T 
SHOOT—  I'LL  CON- 
FESS EVERYTHING! 
I  WAS  JUST  A 
TOOL— HE  MAPE, 
MB- 


\ 


W'i 


W  THAT  SCREAM 
-IT  SPELLS 
PEATH.'COMB 

ON,  BENNY- 
BtKiNG  JONES 
WITH  YOU ' 


IT'S  FtELPfAfG,AS  I 

THOUGHT-  AN  P 
MURPE&EPJ 

SETTER  START 
TALKING,  JONES" 


M 


WE'VE  EMBEZZLEP  HALF  OF 
HORACE  BRENTS  ESTATE 
SINCE  HE  PlEP-F|ELPING 
FORCEPMEINTOIT.'WE'P 
HAVE  BEEN  FOUNPOUTIF 
LDRNA  INHERITED  IT- SO 
FIELPINGTRIEP  TO  MAKE 
HER  LOSE  OUT  SY  SCAR- 
ING H  ER  OUT  OF  SPEND- 
ING THE  N5GHT  HERE! 

you  see, he  was  the 
alternate  heirj 


£» 


WCLL.LORNAJ5  STILL  SOT 
«44F  A  MILLION.  LEFT 
ANYWAY!  J  WUZ  RIGHT  IN 

SAViN'  THERE  WUIN'T  NO 
SUCH  THINGS  AS  GHOSTS! 
GUESS  THIS  MESS  15  ALL 
CLEAREP  UP,  HUH? 


ALL  EXCEPT  ONE 
THING.BENNYIHW© 
USEP  THIS  STICK 
TO  KILL  FIELPINGfj 


ss 


YOU— YOU'RE  HOLP- 
1NG  UNCLE  HORACE'S 
CANE,  FRED  MWG> 
LOOK  "AT  HiS 
PICTURE! 


AU9-AHPHES 
RIPPLEP  BY  THE 
BULLETS  YOU  FIREP 

HIM  *  WHEN  WE 
MET  HM  IN  THE 


IT'S  MORNING  NOW- WE  CAN 
LEAVE  [HORACE  BRENT  CAME 
BACK  FROM  SEYONP  THE  GRAVE 
—  TO  TAKE  REVENGE  ON  THE 
MAN  WHO  HAP  LOOTEP  HIS 
ESTATE*  IT  SEEMS  THAT  THERE 
WERE  A  COUPLE  OF  FAKE  GHOSTS 

AMP 


And  fo  think  they  used  to  caff  me 


Give  Me  15  Minutes  A  Day 
And  I'll  Give  You  A  NEW  BODY 

PEOPLE  used  to  laugh  at  my  skinny,  97  lb.  body.  I  was 
so  embarrassed  at  my  weakling  build  that  I  was 
ashamed  to  strip  for  sports  or  for  a  swim.  Girls  snickered 
and  made  fun  of  me  behind  my  back.  THEN  I  discovered 
my  marvelous  new  muscle-building  system  —  "Dynamic 
Tension."  And  it  turned  me  into  such  a  complete  specimen 
of  MANHOOD  that  today  I  hold  the  title  'THE  WORLD'S 
MOST  PERFECTLY  DEVELOPED  MAN." 

That's  how  I  traded  in  my  "bag  of  bones"  for  a  barrel 
of  muscle !  And  I  felt  so  much  better,  so  much  on  top  of 
the  world  in  my  big  new,  husky  body,  that  I  decided  to 
devote  my  whole  life  to  helping  other  fellows  change  them- 
selves into  "perfectly  developed  men." 

WHATS  MY  SECRET? 


When  you  look  in  the  mirror  and  see 
a  healthy,  husky,  strapping  fellow 
smiling  back  at  you-then  you'll  be 
astonished  at  how  short  a  time  it 
takes  "Dynamic  Tension"  to  GET 
RESULTS! 

"Dynamic  Tension"  is  the  easy, 
NATURAL  method  that  you  can 
practice  in  the  privacy  of  your  own 
room-JUST  15  MINUTES  EACH 
DAY— while  your  scrawny  shoulder 
muscles  begin  to  swell  ...  those 
spindly  arms  and  legs  of  yours  bulge 
. . .  and  your  whole  body  starts  to 
feel  "alive,"  full  of  zip  and  go! 

No  "ifs,"  "ands,"  or  "maybes." 
Just  tell  me  where  you  want  hand- 
some, powerful  muscles.  Are  you  fat 
and  flabby?  Or  skinny  and  gawky? 

FREE  BOOK 

Mail  the  coupon  right  now  for  full 
details  and  I'll  send  you  my  illus- 
trated book,  "Everlasting  Health 
and  Strength."  Tells  all  about  my 
"Dynamic  Tension"  method. 
Shows  actual  photos  of  men  I've 
made  into  Atlas  Champions.  It's 
a  valuable  book!  And  it's  FREE. 
Send  for  your  copy  today.  Mail 
the  coupon  to  me  personally. 
CHARLES  ATLAS,  Dept.  2.K 
115  E.  23rd  St.,  New  York  10,  N.Y. 


Are  you  short-winded,  pepless?  Do 
you  hold  back  and  let  others  walk  off 
with  the  prettiest  girls*  best  jobs, 
etc.?  Then  write  for  my  FREE  Book 
about  "Dynamic  Tension"  and  learn 
how  I  can  make  you  a  healthy,  con- 
fident, powerful  HE-MAN. 

Thousands  of  other  fellows  are 
becoming  marvelous  physical  speci- 
mens-my  way.  I  give  you  no  gadgets 
or  contraptions  to  fool  with.  When 
you  have  learned  to  develop  your 
strength  through  "Dynamic-  Ten- 
sion," you  can  laugh  at  artificial 
muscle-makers.  You  simply  utilize 
the  dormant  muscle-power  in  your 
own  body  —  watch  it  increase  and 
multiply  into  real, 
solid  LIVE 
MUSCLE. 


::■  --      : 


est 


CHARLES  ATLAS,  Dept.  2.K 

115  East  23rd  Street,  New  York  10,  N.Y. 

I   want  the  proof  that  your  system   of   "Dynamic 
Tension?,'  will  help  make  a  New  Man  of  me— give  me  a>' 
healthy,  husky  body  and   big  muscular  development.  • 
Send   me   your   free   book.    "Everlasting   Health   andl 
Strength." 


Name Age 

(Pieane  print  or  write  plainly} 

Address ..,.,....—„.....,.... 


City ^.....aState.. 
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.&  GIVER 

1  Just  for  helping  us  get  acquainted  with  new  customers  and  friends,  we 
|  will  send  your  choice  of  a  smart,  new,  imported  Swiss  movement,  Lady's 
Wrist  Watch  or  dependable  Man's  Wrist  Watch  for  handing  out  or  mailing 
only  20  snapshots  and  photo  Enlargement  Coupons  FREE  to  neighbors 
and  relatives.  There  is  nothing  for  you  to  buy.  There  is  nothing  for 
you  to  sell  and  collect  for.  Your  exquisite  Wrist  Watch  is  sent  in  a , 
special  gift  box  when  all  of  the  coupons  have  come  back  to  us  with  a  snapshot  for 
enlarging.  You  can  even  mail  these  Enlargement  Coupons  to  friends  and  relatives 
in  other  towns  if  you  wish.  Everyone  is  happy  to  use  the  coupon  because  it  gives  them 
our  new  bargain  offer  of  a  beautiful  5x7  inch  enlargement  at  only  19c.  You  will  be 
charmed  and  thrilled  with  your  beautiful  Wrist  Watch.  Send  today  for  your  20  get- 
acquainted  Enlargement  Coupons  to  hand  out  FREE  and  also  get  our  EXTRA  GIFT 
offer  of  a  beautiful  simulated  Birthstone  Ring  correct  for  your  month,  of  birth,  also 
given  when  half  of  the  coupons  are  used,  Be  first  to  wear  such  a  beautiful  Wrist  Watch 
and  Birthstone  Ring. 


Sparkli, 
Birthsfo 
ALSO  !| 

STU 

£>epi  iX-94 
2T1-W,:7th;iil 
PES  MOINES,  IOWA 


Send  This  Coupon  today  to , 

DEAN  STUDIOS,  Dept.  X-94,  811  W.  Tth  St. 

Des  Moines,  Iowa 


Name 


Address 


City 


fctfcte- Month  of  Birth. ,,.,,,..    | 

n  Man's  Watch 

.....III 


0  Lady's  Watch 


